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But they with gait direct to Lacon ran.

And first of all each serpent doth enwrap

The bodies small of his two tender sons,

Whose wretched limbs they bit, and fed thereon.

Then raught they him, who had his weapon caught

To rescue them; twice winding him about,

With folded knots and circled tails, his waist:

Their scaled backs did compass twice his neck,

With reared heads aloft and stretched throats.

He with his hands strave to unloose the knots

Whose sacred fillets all besprinkled were

With filth of gory blood and venom rank,

And to the stars such dreadful shouts he sent,

Like to the sound the roaring bull forth lows

Which from the altar wounded doth astart,

The swerving axe when he shakes from his neck.

The serpents twain, with hasted trail they glide

To Pallas' temple, and her towers of height:

Under the feet of the which goddess stern,

Hidden behind her target's boss they crept.

New gripes of dread then pierce our trembling breasts.

They said Lacon's deserts had dearly bought

His heinous deed that pierced had with steel

The sacred bulk, and thrown the wicked lance.

The people cried with sundry greeing shouts

To bring the horse to Pallas* temple blive,

In hope thereby the goddess* wrath to appease.

We cleft the walls and closures of the town,

Whereto all help, and underset the feet

With sliding rolls, and bound his neck with ropes.

This fatal gin thus overclamb our walls,

Stuft with arm'd men, about the which there ran

Children and maids, that holy carols sang;

And well were they whose hands might touch the cords.

With threatening cheer thus slided through our town

The subtil tree, to Pallas' temple-ward.

O native land I Ilion! and of the gods

The mansion place I    O warlike walls of Troyl

Four times it stopt in the entry of our gate;

Four times the harness clatter'd in the womb.

But we go on, unsound of memory,

And blinded eke by rage persever still;

This fatal monster in the fane we place.

Cassandra then, inspired with Phoebus' sprite,
Her prophet's lips, yet never of us [be]leev'd,
Disclosed eft, forespeaking things to come.